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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
BEGINNING AND END 



At night the moon shakes the bright dice of the water; 
And the elders, their flower light as broken snow upon the 

bush, 
Repeat the circle of the moon. 

Within the month 

Black fruit breaks from the white flower. 

The black-wheeled berries turn 

Weighing the boughs over the road. 

There is no harvest. 

Heavy to withering, the black wheels bend 

Ripe for the mouths of chance lovers, 

Or birds. 

Twigs show again in the quick cleavage of season and 

season. 
The elder's sag over the powdery road-bank, 
As though they bore, and it were too much, 
The seed of the year beyond the year. 



RESOLVE 

So that I shall no longer tarnish with my fingers 
The bright steel of your power, 
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I shall be hardened against you, 
A shield tightened upon its rim. 

A stern oval to be pierced by no weapon, 
Metal stretched and shaped against you. 
For a long time I shall go 
Spanned by the round of my strength. 

Changeless, in spite of change, 

My resolve undefeated; 

Though now I see the evening moon, soon to wane. 

Stand clearly and alone in the early dark, 

Above the stirring spindles of the leaves. 



KNOWLEDGE 

Now that I know 
That passion warms little 
Of flesh in the mold, 
And treasure is brittle, 

I'll lie here and learn 
How, over their ground, 
Trees make a long shadow 
And a light sound. 
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